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And when the Sabbath was past, Mary Magdalene, Mary the mother of James, and
Salome, brought spices, that they might go and anoint him. And very early on the
first day of the week, they came to the tomb, when

the sun had just risen.

And

they were saying to one another, “Who will roll the stone back from the doorway
of the tomb for us?” And looking up they saw that the stone had been rolled
back, for it was very large. But on entering the tomb, they saw a young man sitting at the right side, clothed in a white robe, and they were amazed. He said to
them, “Do not be terrified. You are looking for Jesus of Nazareth who was crucified.

Page two

He is risen, he is not here.”

Mark

16, 1-6.

THE

University of Dayton
Exponent
VOL.
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APRIL,

ANTHONY
©

By

Rozserr
A

and

critical approach.

O CALL A MAN A Victorian is tantamount to
to saying that he is a hypocritical prude who for
a number of years during the past century pretended to
carry on the business of living and made a miserable
failure of it. Even our more materialistic social psychologists have been regarding the Victorians in some
such light until a decade or so ago; then they became
“enlightened” and discovered that it wasn’t the fault of
the Victorians at all. These poor folks, they said, who
had had the misfortune of living in such a benighted
age, had merely made the mistake of thinking that
there was such a thing as morality. They spoke in
terms of morality, these contemporaries tell us, as
people today speak in terms of science.

And here they are correct. The Victorians did
speak in terms of morality as some one-tract minds
speak today in terms of science. Scientists are not
to be blamed; rather should they be commiserated.
For it is they who are burdened with the task of trying to explain everything for which these narrow
minds have refused to find an explanation in the
most logical place of all, religion.
But it is no great wonder that these moderns should
seek to condone the stupidity of the Victorians in this
way. ‘They are merely trying thereby to explain away
the fact that the Victorians, like themselves, have
sought to establish a system of morality without the
basis of all morality, God; that they have tried to devise a set of rules for attaining happiness while at the
same time ignoring the eternal law of reason that He
had given them as a guide-book on the road to happiness.
Such

No.
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was the Victorian mind, smugly

self-satisfied

and self-conceited, a fat toad squatting complacently
on the rock of the British Empire, basking in the sun

that always shone on some part of that vast domain.
Such, especially was the Mid-Victorian mind, the national attitude toward morality during the thirty-odd
years between 1850 and 1880 or thereabout. And
such was the mind that found expression in the books
of a man who condemned the reforming zeal of Car.
lyle and even the more significant work of the great
Oxford Movement that had just deprived the Anglican Church of one of its greatest lights, John Henry
Newman.
Anthony Trollope was himself a typical
Mid-Victorian.
In spite of the fact that he had been
neglected in childhood by an almost worthless father
and

an

adventurous,

novel-writing

mother,

he

had

managed to stay afloat in the whirlpool of life that
was London in the eighteen-thirties and had emerged
at the outset of the period whose spirit he was to express, a “selfmade man.”
He had developed from a
pale, unknown

clerk

into

the

very

epitome

Victorian age.

of

the

Perhaps, though, it was only himself that considered Anthony Trollope as a self-made man. One of
his American admirers has come a bit closer to the
truth in describing him as ‘“‘a product of neglected
childhood, of young manhood turned adrift to sink
or float in London,

and

of the Irish wind and

rain.”

He had even more than this on which to make a start
in life. His childhood — more picturesquely described as a “hobbledehoyhood” — was, it is true, neglected

but his mother did give him something — a sense of
pride and an indomitable courage in striving to keep
up that pride. This it was that carried him through
the seven years of loneliness and poverty and poor
health that he spent as a clerk in the Post Office at
London

when, an outcast from a world that cared not

even for its own, much less for strangers, he considered himself a profligate and a libertine. This
pride, too, enabled him to utilize that very feeling of
ostracism in order the better to observe the life that
went on around him, a life in which he had no part

and on which he looked with a contempt even more
bitter than that in which it held him.
Page three

If his life in London had taught Trollope the first
process of the novelist’s art, observation, his sojourn
in Ireland during the following decade (1841 to 1851)
taught him the next, criticism. But even before it
helped him on the road toward successful writing,
Ireland made of him a man.
In London he had been
no more than an automaton, spending a monotonous

existence day after day in one of three places: a cold
boarding house where

he was

ignored

as long as he

paid his rent, a hot, stuffy office where his only reward for long hours of drudgery was a small pittance
and the privilege of escaping rebuke, and a noisy,
crowded saloon where he was tolerated as long as he
had money to spend. Now, in Ireland, he seemed to
be in the right place and the realization of this fact
tended to break down his inferiority complex. He
seemed to understand the Irish character and there
sprang up between him and those of the race with
whom he came in contact a mutual liking. He even
married an Irish girl and the two lived together happily until his death thirty-eight years later. He was
able to regain his broken health and indulge his passion for hunting while making his rounds in the Irish
countryside as a Postal Inspector. He even attempted
to write several novels, but the time for this had

not

yet come. His absorption in Irish politics and in
attempting to justify the English policy toward the
Irish stifled his imagination and his art and it was
not until his return to England in 1851 that Trollope
became a successful novelist.

For two years following his return to his native
country, Trollope was engaged in laying the foundations of the English postal system in the counties in
the southwestern part of the island. It was during

this time also that he laid the foundations of his lit-

erary reputation with his
His travels through the
countryside gave him a
carried on in these out
“squirearchy” and their
petty quarreling. They
the social caste, such as
of

the

Established

“Barchester Series” of novels.
small towns of the English
glimpse of the life that was
of the way places, of their
ecclesiastical hierarchy and its
convinced him that it was
that maintained by the clergy

Church,

that

ruined

the

indi

vidual by making him conform to the criteria of social

human beings, not as members of a certain race or
nationality. And out of humility and an instinct for

the essence of the novelist’s duty, he abstained from
all traces of aesthetics contented with the portrayal of
life as he saw it, interpreting the Mid-Victorian spirit
in terms of his own life.

In 1859, Trollope purchased a home in Hertfordshire and settled there with his family to enjoy life.
An

important

position

From 1857 until 1859, Trollope indulged in another

mother now resided, Palestine, and Egypt.

his

But dur-

ing these two years of travel his pen and his imagination were far from idle, and the books that he wie ¢
at this time clearly evinced his hatred of caste. He
laid his stories in many lands and in varying conditions
of society but always he painted his characters as
Page four

Office,

a happy

family life, and success in his writing career — the
death

of Thackery

in 1863 enabled

him

to take his

place as the foremost novelist of the day — all would .
have made
period of
blustering
laurels he
him

the last twenty or more years of his life a
peace and prosperity. But the restless,
Trollope would not sit back and rest on the
had already won. Further travel brought

twice to America, where his books had been well

received, but his criticism of our country and our culture renewed memories of thirty years before, when his
mother had incurred the displeasure of the American
people by similar criticism. He resigned his position
in the Post Office in 1867 but continued to write at
top speed and strictly according to schedule. This lat-

ter habit of his, in which he made it a practice to hold
himself to a certain number of words per quarter-hour,
he revealed in his autobiography and when his read-

ing public became conscious of this, they were in large
measure disgusted with him.

And yet, despite all this hostility and unpopularity,
Trollope managed to hold his own in the field of the
novel almost until his death. It was only the passiuZ
of the Mid-Victorian era a few years before that date,
the close of that age which had made him what he
was

and

of which

he had been

the cronicler, the ob-

server, and the interpreter, that compelled him to
release his grasp on the leadership which he had held
so long.
Trollope was not a great man or even a great novelist. The very fact that he was a Victorian would
seem to preclude all possibility of such things. But
he was a Victorian, and it is as a Victorian that
will be remembered, if he is remembered at all.

taste, to the false morality that held all England under its sway.

of his favorite tastes, travel, visiting Italy, where

in the Post

A MOOD
Out of a song
A gleaming, silver thing is born,
And

then,

Sigh mingled, tear sprinkled, laugh wrinkled
Fades into dull oblivion —
Is gone.
BEVERLY

‘TOMPKINS

he

DECISION
@ By Mary

K. CorrerMAn

A story of Civil War days.
SABELLE leaned back against the white column at
the top of the steps, closed her eyes and let the late
afternoon breeze caress her face with soothing fingers.
It had been a hard day but not any worse than the
rest of them. Every day since the war ended had been
much the same as the one before — the never-ending
tending of the pitifully few tobacco plants they could
manage to raise, and now the added struggle to keep
their plantation out of the hands of the carpet-baggers.
‘There was to be a party that night, the first since
the end of the war. Isabelle had spent the evening before brushing and mending her best frock, one she had
somehow managed to spare less wear than the others
she had left. She had a moment of fleeting desire
when she remembered the lovely gowns that used to
fill the huge closet in her room. With a lift of her chin
she dismissed the thought and turned to more important

matters.

Gerry and Rob would both be at the party tonight,
Isabelle thought as she took off the net that held her
hair in a neat chignon and shook her thick chestnut
curls down on her shoulders. Yes, tonight would be as
good a time as any to tell Gerry that she had made her
decision. It would be difficult she knew, but there
was no other way out.

facing the evening festivities and remembered other
days when she would have been ecstatic at the prospect of a party. It was not only the fact that she
must tell Gerry of her decision but the party itself
bothered her — it would hurt to see all her friends
turned out in the pitiful remnants of their former finery, still polished in manners and determinedly gay.
With a sigh “she shrugged off these unpleasant
thoughts and went into the house.
Later that evening as she dressed for the party, Isabelle planned what she would say to Gerry. He had
demanded her answer this evening and she could not
put him off any longer.
Gerry, she would say, I cannot marry you. It is not
that I do not love you. I love you so very much, darling, and that’s why I’ve got to be honest with you.
You see before the war when you and Rob were both
here almost every day, I could not make up my mind
which one to choose, although I knew that I would
eventually marry one of you. In those days I never
bothered to think what would happen to the other
one. ‘Then the war came and you both went to join
General Lee and to fight. At first I was so desperately
lonely that I did not know which one of you I missed
most. ‘Then I began to realize that I was in love with
you — it was you that I thought of in the long cool
evenings, it was your letters that I waited for so eagerly,
and I dreaded reading the casualty lists because I was
afraid your name would be there. Rob?
Oh yes, I

thought about him, but not in the same way nor half
Gerry and Rob, she had known them both since
they were children, and as long as she could remember
they had both been in love with her. Gerry with his
black curly hair, his warm brown eyes that could be-

so often. He wrote me long ardent letters and I felt
guilty when I read them because I knew I never could
love him as he loved me.

come

Then the war was over and you both came back —
only Rob had left his right arm at Gettysburg. He
could never play his violin again and that was worse for

black with anger, and his irrepressible Irish wit,

had always been the more daring of the two. Rob was
quiet and studious, but he could hold his own when it
came to nding and shooting and other accomplishments of a Southern gentleman.
It was Rob’s intense
love of music that made him so different from the
other young men Isabelle knew. He wanted to study
music and make it his career but his family would not
hear of it so Rob went to Harvard Law School — but
his heart still turned to his violin. Isabelle could not
count the hours she had sat entranced while Rob

played for her, his blond head bent to the rich dark
wood of his instrument and his eyes glowing blue fire

with the very love of it.
Isabelle straightened and stood up. It was time she
went and helped with the things that must be done be-

fore the guests arrived.

She dreaded the thought of

him

than

death could

ever be.

You

see, he told me

before he left, that after the war, regardless of family
opposition he was going to study in Europe and be
come a great concert violinist. ‘Those dreams meant
everything to him, were all that pushed him on in
battle, when his whole being revolted at the thought of
violence — and then Gettysburg. O now I am all that
is left of those beautiful dreams, and I cannot fail him.

Rob was always sensitive and gentle and now he’s become so hard and bitter I can hardly recognize him for
the boy that I once knew. I am the only one that
he has to turn to now, the only one who can help him
find himself again. Yes, Gerry I am going to marry
Rob. I’ve already promised him and we have made

(Continued on Page 17)
Page five

EXPERIENCES

WITH

THE

CAPTAIN

@ By Liver J. MonTonE

ahead, estimated time of —-,” I recognized the small
planes. ‘They were our allies, British Spitfires. They
came to escort us to our new field.
I was in a strange world. It was different than the

Captain Montone is an evening class
student stationed at Wright Field.
THE

CLOUDS

CLEARED

one I had known.

The sun was just beginning to rise. It seemed to
start a movie projector in my mind and the past three
years were projected before me. A sequence of events
started. ‘Time went back and I was watching an
army infantry surgeon approve a form. That was the
first scene. The other scenes passed more rapidly.
The usual grind, thirteen weeks of basic training, then

a promotion, thirteen weeks of advanced communication and then the trainees came. [ could hear myself

barking

commands.

Drills,

lectures,

marches,

long trips, two more promotions, and _ inspections
were all in a rolling ball. All this combined, absorbed
a twenty month period.
The next scene was projected and I was on a train
headed for Santa Ana, California, to start flight training. The Air Corps had accepted me and I was an
Air Cadet. ‘The rest passed quickly; more drills, more
lectures and as a cadet captain, I led my squadron.
Then came advanced flight training. More lectures,
roaring engines, exploding bombs, twin engine planes
in formation, more sweating, greater anxiety and then
the big day arrived. I stood in line at attention and
took an oath. Yes, at last I was a Flying Officer.
My

class standing qualified me for a lead position

and I was sent to a Tactical School for high altitude
precision bombing training. Cross country flights,
stratosphere formations, night bombing, day bombing
and more bombing and then came an instructor’s rating. Eight months were spent instructing. ‘They
seemed to pass like a flash of light. ‘The projector
stopped.
I was looking down at the clouds. My fortress was
majestically rocking its strong wings. To my left were
more proud sky-queens. We were over the Atlantic
flying east.
There was a hole in the clouds and as I watched
it, I saw a small plane come through it. Another followed,

then

about twenty.

another

and

another.

Soon

there

were

They were too far away to be identi-

fied. They formed a group and approached us. In
the distance I could see the clouds break. Then a
coastline. As I heard the navigator say “England
Page six

I was leaving the Zone

terior ‘Theater and going across the street
pean Theater. When entering I stopped
up. ‘This was what I had worked so long
for along with eleven million others...

Of In-

to the Euroand looked
and so hard
. . Yes, the

clouds had cleared.
AFTER

THE

MISSION

Our formation of fortresses was circling the field.
They had just returned from a “visit” to Calais,
France. I was standing by the Operations Building
clutching my binoculars. I started to count; three,
six, nine, etc. Two were missing. I adjusted my

binoculars as they started their “peel-off.”

Number 1

landed at the end of the runway; 001 the skipper; next
046; Bill was 0. k.;.... The last plane landed — 847.

Jack had made it. Mack and Smitty were missing.
In a few hours the skipper, tired and weary, would
come into “Op’s” and I would know the story.
I walked into the skipper’s office and read some reports on anti-aircraft. ‘Two hours later the skipper came
in. He was silent for a moment. I knew what was in his
mind

and

he,

of course,

knew

what

was

in

mine.

Then he spoke. “As we dropped our bombs, Mack
was hit by flak. His No. 2 engine caught fire. He
went into a dive, possibly to put the fire out. May
have made it o.k... don’t know. Smitty had engine
trouble as we saw the continent. I think he made one
of our emergency fields.” That was the story. Now
came the “sweating-them-out.” We should know before the next day. Luck was with us. A new pilot
came in with a story about Mack. He had pulled out
of the dive and crossed the defenses of Calais. He
last saw

Mack,

limping

homeward,

with

the

fire out.

This was confirmed by a phone call from Mack, who
was apparently borrowing a plane to come home.
He
requested we keep his seat at the poker game open.
We proceeded with our usual chores and then went
to the Barracks. After the usual letter writing, etc.,
we started the social “poker” game. ‘The conversation was comparatively dull. We were concentrating
on the game. Though four of our members had been

on the mission that day, no mention was made of the
combat activities.

We were relaxing and this was our

way of doing it.
(Continued on Page 7)

UNCLE

SAM

PROTECTS

FLYERS

der to maintain these planes their ground crews are

®@ By Georce J. Icer

given all the latest improvements,

We build our planes that

carry out such repairs as they can.

our airmen be protected.

EARLY

HIS

every day we

read about

air raids on

so that they may

When some major change which is beyond the
capabilities of the ground crews comes overseas, the

accomplishing devastation
before our present conflict.
begin several weeks before
four years of working and

planes are sent to large, well-equipped _ installations
known as Air Depots. These depots are located in the
Theatre of Operations, and the planes are sent back
for a couple of days as soon as they can be spared at
the front and taken care of at the depot.

mission. Even since the waiting is over, the working
has not ceased. More and more planes of improved
design are being built. But who can build a man?
No amount of money can bring back one American

It is in this manner that the Air Corps keeps up its
equipment so that daily raids of Japan can be staged,
and still the majority of American fighters may live to
enjoy the peace for which they fight.

Japan. The B-29 is
on a scale not dreamed of
But the planning did not
the raids started.
It took

waiting before the planes and men were suited to this

mother’s son, and so the government spares no cost

in making any improvement in
save lives. These improvements
planes have been built without
unimproved planes on to combat
and to label them

the planes which will
come only after many
them. To send the
is unjust to the flyers,

obsolete is a waste

of

taxpayers’

money. Obviously, the thing to do is to remodel the
planes to include the latest developments.
This important function is the work of the many
“Modification Centers” of the Army Air Corps. These
installations are located in the southern states for
planes destined for the European Theatre and in
western states for planes destined for the Pacific
Theatre. At these centers the Air Technical Service
Command receives aircraft from factory assembly lines.
Even the brand new equipment is obsolete by the time
it has been completed, but it is rebuilt to conform
with all specifications made within twenty-four hours
of its departure for the battle zone.
It sounds like quite an undertaking, doesn’t it?
That's why Wright Field in Dayton employs more
men than any other single air center in the world. It
is here that all improvements are designed, tested, and
perfected before being sent to the modification centers for immediate application. Of course, all figures
regarding the operation and personnel of these fields
are military secrets. However, one look at Wright
Field, which any Daytonian can easily have, is all that
one needs, to be convinced of the difficulty of the

undertaking.

The modification centers, some larger than Wright
Field, are almost beyond conception. One center remodeled over five hundred planes in one month.

Even with all these facilities, we have neglected the
planes which have been over in combat zones. Be-

fore long, they become obsolete in minor details, but
not minor enough to prevent the loss of lives. In or-

EXPERIENCES WITH THE CAPTAIN
(Continued from Page 6)
It was about nine o’clock when Mack came back.

He didn’t have his usual boyish smile.

We all knew

he’d be “the old Mack” in a few minutes.

ia
words.

He

“Smitty

He'll be in tomorrow,” were his only
washed, wrote a letter and then sat at

our table. The game proceeded for an hour or so
when the Charge of Quarters came in to inform us of
an “Alert.” My crew was to lead the group. It was
an “early-starter.” The lead crew begin to work about
12:30 A. M. on early starters. In cases like this we
would usually play cards until first call. We turned

again to the game.

Time seemed to drag.

The quan-

tities of money were small as usual. Nothing eventful happened until 11:30. The Charge of Quarters
came back to tell us the mission had been scrubbed
(cancelled).

Though nothing was apparent, a curtain of tension

was lifted in those of us who were to fly the next
day. More laughter came about. Everyone seemed
happy. Around midnight Mack got a good hand. He
grinned as he took the pot. One of the boys said
“Rough-sledding today, eh Mack?” The broad grin on
his face seemed to freeze for a fraction of a second, so
slightly than only a trained eye could see or “feel” it.
All Mack said was “Ya.”
Shortly after, we went to bed. I didn’t get to sleep
for a few minutes. I knew Mack and every one of
our little circle were thinking the same thing. All of
us knew the others had the same thoughts in mind

but none seemed to talk of those things. They were
felt rather than mentioned. Again my thoughts went
to Mack. He had come very close to his death when
the Divine Power extended a helping hand. With
that, I thought of his lovely young wife and friendly
family. On their behalf, I muttered a prayer of
thanks, turned over and went to sleep.
Page seven

GARDEN

THE

OF

BATTLE

THE

® By Kkinc Brapow
Get out

the hoe

and

WIN

WILL

OOD

the rake.

Be pat-

WAR.

THE

PLOT

being breached. At present, the enemy is in_possession of several strategic positions, but our troops
have regained the initiative. Casualties were heavy on
both sides, with hundreds of enemy bugs being destroyed.

riotic. Raise a Victory Garden.” ‘These words
seemed to leap at me from everywhere this spring.
They gave me a guilty conscience. “After all,” I
thought, “you might as well do your share.” So I
decided to raise a garden. This garden, though,
garden. It
be no haphazard, unplanned
would
would be operated along the lines of a military campaign, and the information would be released to a
public which would be waiting with bated breath by
These I will now record for
means of communiques.
the benefit of future historians.

July 8. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army —
The enemy unleashed two of its most powerful
weapons in an attack last night. Enemy rabbits attacked the Lettuce and Cabbage sectors and wrought

May. 9. Supreme Headquarters — ‘This morning,
our forces launched their invasion of the garden plot
now occupied by enemy forces. The landings were
made in the face of heavy enemy opposition, but our

July 27. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army —
The enemy unleashed its aerial offensive against our
forces early this morning.
Grasshopper fleets attacked virtually all sectors causing especially heavy

beachheads

are

firmly

Beans,

Onions,

established.

Peas, and Radishes were
were comparatively light.

casualties

Our

landed.

May 18. Supreme Headquarters — Supreme Headquarters announced the fresh landings of our troops
along a wide front. In addition to reinforcing those
previously established beachheads, Tomatoes and Potatoes stormed ashore and established contact with
Further communiques will be issued
the enemy.
from the Field Headquarters of the Invasion Army.

June 3. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army —
Headquarters reports little action on the invasion front
today. Patrols succeeded in making contact with
small units of enemy forces in the form of weeds and
these were destroyed. Otherwise, there was little
activity.

June

12.

Field

Headquarters,

Limited offensives were launched
long period of inactivity which has
are progressing as well as can be
High Command is satisfied with
made.

Army

Invasion

—

today, breaking the
existed. All plants
expected, and the
the progress being

June 25. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army —
Our forces were forced to dig in to resist an enemy

counter-attack
Potato
form

launched

The raiders attacked and then with-

drew to enemy lines. The second attack was made
by dogs in the Potato sector where bitter fighting had
been raging. These attackers were discovered and repulsed before any material damage could be inflicted.
Our casualties in the Lettuce and Cabbage sectors
were heavy.

damage

in the Bean,

Pea,

and

Tomato

sectors.

Our

casualties are undetermined as yet, but it is expected
that they will be heavy. The High Command announced
that counter-measures are being
taken.
Forty-three grasshoppers were destroyed.
August 12. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army —
The enemy forces began a general offensive today after having seized the initiative. Heavy troop concentrations in the form of weeds have moved in under
the cover of attack by grasshoppers and potato bugs.
‘Twenty-six grasshoppers were destroyed. Casualties
have been high on both sides.
September 5. Field Headquarters, Invasion Army
— Enemy forces today launched their great counteroffensive for which they have been preparing. After
an all-out pounding by potato bugs and bean beetles,
various weeds moved into action behind an assault
of grasshoppers. There were several unidentified
bugs and beetles in the general attack, which may be
the enemy’s new secret weapon.
In the grasshopper
attack, forty-five grasshoppers were destroyed. Our
position in the garden plot is now becoming serious.
Further communiques will be issued from Supreme
Headquarters.
September

13.

Supreme

Headquarters

—

Evacu-

yesterday

afternoon

in the

ation of all personnel in the garden plot theater has

threw

its armor

in the

begun.

sector.

The

enemy

of potato

bugs

into

the battle,

were placed on the defensive to keep
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great damage.

and

our

troops

the line from

The evacuation of the Onion and Radish sec-

tors is now almost complete and it is proceedings rap(Continued

on Page

17)

RENAN

TO

ROUSSEAU

® By Josep Towers
The events of Holy Weck
as viewed by a rationalist.

(> COURSE, as we see it today, a person would

have to be somewhat off the beam to have such a
yarn palmed off on him. Oh, it’s not everybody who
believes that the bodies were handled in a respectful
manner, wrapped up and laid away - - not by a long
shot. As a matter of fact, they tell me that in many
cases the ditch next to the road was the final resting
place ~ at least as long as the vultures cared to let it be.

I t’s the sort of thing that Ernest Renan might have
enjoyed telling to Jean Jacques Rousseau...... .
“The derelict” felt his way along as best he could.
The gigantic flickering shadows from the street torches
were very helpful and the thought occurred that they
were doing a personal favor of camouflaging him.
Scenes of a few hours before forced themselves into
his mind.
“So

I’m a

fanatic, am

I?”

The

anger aroused

by

the idea of his possible failure seemed to inject fresh
strength into his emaciated limbs as he dragged himself forward. Blood had coagulated in big thick
splotches all over his body, and tie ragged half of
sheet he had found lying near the edge of town stuck
to the sore spots, causing him to move more slowly than
ever. Fear of discovery was not bothering him too
much, since he could be readily mistaken for one of the
many beggars that came in with the crowds.
The sun had been brutal that afternoon, hot enough
to persuade part of the howling mob to seek refuge in
the coo} spots below the hill. A mental sneer shaped
itself into a desire for revenge. They had given him all
they had - - and he had taken it, although his side was
giving him plenty of trouble. But he knew it would
only be a short distance ’til he got back to those snivelling cowards. Ran away - - the whole yellow bunch.

keeps.

I'll be ready for them.”

The room smelled: like fish; dirty, smelly fish.
“Cowards!” he yelled, and the flush of emotion caused
a deep gash in his cheek to quiver.
What followed didn’t take very long—he didn’t have
much left. But old Knute Rockne never gave a better
tongue-lashing in his life, and I'll wager that the Metropolitan Life Insurance Sales Department won’t ever
hear one like it in the future.
Just picture it! Two flickering candles revealing
clammy dampness of the stone walls. A group of unshaven fishermen shaking in their boots: too afraid to
step outside for fear that - - well, if the big shots of the
city did it to the boss, they wouldn’t hesitate to do a
little stooge-purging.
And there on the high steps was the spieler: hair
matted with blood, a torn sheet covering half of his
nakedness, revolting cuts in the face, and a fanatical
look in his eye. A dismal depression had permeated
the room and a sense of their own naivete struck the
group full in the face. So this is what they had left
everything to follow.
.
The speaker finished. and slumped against the wall.
He had had his say, and now was welcoming the end.
“But somehow,

(this is Renan to Rousseau), somehow

He knew that

they knew him, and the next minute they were yelling
their brains out for him and losing their heads in the

“Better be

finish

me

Besides, those spineless double-crossers are go-

ing to get another good look at me.”

“Better rest a little, and then

The thought of his entrance into the room soothed the
pain of his racked body as he called up the reserves of
all his nerves and muscles, and - - - pushed the door
open.

for

A group of boisterous soldiers were drawing near, and
“or they'll

Muffled voices barely penetrated the wall, the door
to which was a half story below the ievel of the street.

he managed to sell those poor dopes on going out and
telling the people that he was God. Yeah -- God! I
can’t get over it. Where'd they get all that fire and
spirit, that drive and fight - - even to the point of being
nailed to crosses themselves, dumped into boiling oil,
flayed, hung and quartered, hot lead poured down their
throats! At one minute they wouldn’t even admit

he hugged the wall under a huge archway.
more careful,” he thought,

derings injected new life into him. He seemed to forget that his knees were practically open wounds as his
body dragged itself along in obedience to the orders
of the fight that was left in him. Oh, how the thought
of grinning faces galled him; the taunts; the raucous
laughter; the foul oaths.

several of them should be in a room right off the narrow street that led to the Coliseum. Well anyway, he
would take his chances and go there.
The thought of being able to sway their minds
make them doubt themselves; watch their mouths hang
open: he loved every bit of it, and these mental mean-

bargain. Those poor clucks. Nothing else to live for,
I guess. And all of it started by a faker and liar who
crept from a ditch after being nailed to a cross for
three hours. Oh well, have another drink, Jean.”
Sure!

Go ahead! Laugh! It looks screwy to me, too

- - - But - -, that’s the way the Rationalists explain it.
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ACCIDENT
@ By

IsaseL

PREVENTION

Kiopr

A subject worthy
AUGHTER
and again as
thrown upon the
sented was not the
wood.

was

In

fact,

of our serious attention.

rippled through the theater again
the audience watched the scenes
screen. Yet the movie being prelatest comedy production of Holly-

it was

no

elaborate

just a collection of scenes

movie

that happen

at all;

it

daily in

the homes of America — scenes that would not seem
funny at all if they were not humorously dramatized
by the actors. Let us see what some of these pictures

were

that provoked

such laughter.

John

Q. Public

was seen blithely walking down the steps until suddenly he took an awkward spill on Junior’s small toy
wagon left on the fifth stair. Meanwhile, Junior
rushing into the kitchen for a drink of water fell flat
on his face on the wet floor just scrubbed. Later the
same day, Mr. Public, hunting for a light switch in a
semi-dark room, ran directly into an open door and
blackened his left eye. Five minutes later he was still
seeing stars floating around his head. When J. Q.
Public’s friend came to pay him a visit, this obliging
acquaintance carelessly left a cigarette lying on a
chair; soon this favorite piece of furniture was burning brightly. The purpose of this movie, and others

like it, was to lay before the public the idea of accident prevention in the home. The National Safety
Council hopes that by presenting these scenes humorously the lessons to be learned will remain longer

in the people’s mind.

The aim of the Council is to

lessen the appalling number of accidental deaths occurring in the home each year. More fatalities caused
by carelessness happen in the home than on the highway, or in the factory, or in any other specific place.

ness. As many inexperienced men and women enter
the factories to produce war goods, they must first be
taught how to handle intelligently the complicated
machinery. Moreover, many safety devices have been,
and are being, installed on machines that produce
the war necessities. The National Safety Council
has extended its activities to many industrial plants
which do not have adequate safety programs. ‘The
war has created safety problems not only in war
production but also in housing, in sanitation, and in
fire protection in towns and cities which have been

overcrowded by the influx of

war

workers.

‘These

critical conditions are being studied, and some
dies have already been discovered.

reme-

Automobile accidents year after year take a terrible
death toll. Over holidays when there is much travel,
this death rate is exceedingly high. Indeed, we have
been told that more people on our home front have
been killed by automobile accidents over a_ holiday
than soldiers on the war front during the same period
of time. When driving conditions become bad _ because

of

ice

and

snow,

traveling

is

repeatedly

dis-

couraged. Likewise,
over
holidays
advice urging
careful driving is given on the radio to listeners all
over the country.
Improvements in road surfacings
and standard highway markings indicating curves, steep

hills, railroads, and the speed limit have helped to re
duce accidental deaths.
Safety is one of the most important phases of war-

fare.

Great efforts have been put forth by our army

and navy to help our men avoid needless risks and
remain in the battle. As a safeguard in case shells
are accidentally dropped, they are made so that they
cannot explode until they are fired from a gun. Camouflage uniforms make the soldiers appear as part of
the landscape in the jungle, in the desert, and on
snow-covered terrain. Field-rations are triple-packed
and sealed against contamination. To guard against

impact, tank operators wear rubber-lined steel helmets,
Education has played a large role in safety progress. Children are taught while they are young the
principles of safety. School “safety clubs” have been

and projections inside the tank are covered with crash
padding. An exhaust fan prevents carbon monoxide

organized

school grounds, and cleanliness in the buildings.
Punils assigned as student-aids help the traffic officers,
and the other children are made to recognize their

airplanes have armor plating and built-in fire
extinguishers; in addition, parachutes, safety belts, and
life rafts increase the aviator’s chances to survive.
These are but a few of the measures that have been

authority.

provided

which

maintain

order,

compel

neatness

on

Visits by the children to fire and health

departments and to the offices of the city safety councils are encouraged by the schools.
Especially in wartime the necessity of accident pre-

from collecting inside the tank.

to lessen

To protect the flier,

the dangers encountered

by our

army and navy men.
In peace

time accident

prevention

was an

impor-

tant consideration of the nation, but one can see that

account of the great

the nation’s efforts to decrease accidents during war

loss of manpower because of the war, the nation needs

time must be doubled in order to bring about a safer
America. Let us hope that in the future needless
injury and death will be reduced to a minimum.

vention is being stressed.

On

the remaining manpower for war production. It
hopes to decrease any additional loss though carclessPage ten
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And after we've all taken
Our last soar out to sea,

In the valley near the river,
Where

our nest is hidden far,

May you ever in your mem’ry
Hear our song of victory.

We have learned to spread our winglets

—WiuuM

To be ready for the war.

ee

The bluejays and the sparrows,
Crows and hawks and all the rest
Come

ever in the sunshine

SPRING FEVER

To upset our little nest.

Spring’s on the way.
And how do I know?

Although
We have
Rippling
You can

A thousand and one things

we’re only fledglings,
all learned how to fly.
crystal through the azure
hear our battle cry.

We have learned it from our elders,

Just in eight short months of time.
For the glory of our Maker
We shall join the battle line.
It is a Lady’s mantle
Is the velvet blue above,

Where we shall always linger,
There to sing our song of love.

We may be
But we shall
And tell you
“Might never

small and puny,
ever fight
in our conquest
makes the right!”

In battle after battle,

’Gainst hawk and crow and jay,
It is for God our Maker
That we shall win the fray.
The young ones we shall gather
Near the river in the valley,
To guard them in their flying
From the evil foeman’s sally.

A. Scumitr

Assure me it’s so.

I sat down to study
My history today.
My fleet-footed mind

Soon wandered away.
From succession of kings
And long-drawn-out wars,
It went dancing, went prancing
Somewhere out of doors.
And how could I bid it
Return to such things
As long drawn out wars
And succession of kings?
And how could I chide it,
Come back to this book!
When it heard the soft rush

Of the murmuring brook?
So my mind went on roaming
Cause Spring’s on the way
And I tried to study
My history today.
—Rrra Mc Garry
ee
MOONLIGHT

We guard them from the dawning
To the setting of the sun.
It is our trusted duty A duty to be done.

Moonlight was made for those who dream
Of silver winds

A few years here in heaven,
Then as guardians of the sky,
We will teach our younger charges
How to hymn the battle cry.

Moonlight is the strange unbroken stream
Of lullaby music
In God’s velvet heaven.

Unending is the column
As it flies across the field;
For from old to young is given

Moonlight lingers on slumbering trees, ©
Creeps through the leaves,
Rests on the hill-side.

And singing waters.

The blue banner we'll ne’er yield.
And when we have gone forever,
And new young ones follow after,
You shall always hold remembrance
Of the woods we filled with laughter.

Moonlight,

hand-in-hand

with

the

breeze,

Tip-toes by to

Smile on you.
—BeEtTrvE

ALLEN

Page eleven

Editercl

Comment

ADA

Editor-in-Chief

KAY

BOMFORD,

ASSOCIATE
JosEpH

EDITORS

‘TOWERS

Husert

Mary

CorreRMAN

CHARLES

EsTaBrook

Joun

MULCRONE

KLEIN

IsABEL

Rira McGarry

KLOPF

BEVERLY

‘TOMPKINS

Hise Smooth Stones
stitutional guarantees of full religious freedom and the
right of anybody to believe or not as his convictions
dictate, this Republic of the United States of America
is the last place, it may be thought, where bigotry
should have recurred as formidable movements.
Yet
here are the authentic facts.” No, Liberty and Equality have not always been followed by Fraternity.

(Fourth in a series of five)
1 Kings 17:40 “And he took his staff, which
he had always in his hands and chose him five
smooth stones out of the brook, and put them
into the shepherd’s scrip which he had _ with
him,

and

he

took a sling in

his

hand,

and

went forth against the Philistine.”
You are a David - - battling how many Goliaths?
The Psalmist in his youth, slew the giant using “five
smooth stones.” Against which evils shall we hurl our
five? ‘The first three are Fear and Ignorance and Materialism. Perhaps the fourth of these evils is Intol-

Then what we need is education. Learning more
about others we understand them and live cooperatively with them.

erance.

thinking, we will cast the mote

Count the number of times this word and its synonyms are used today. You'll have some amazing
results. Scarcely an article or a column ends without reference to this injustice. How alert we are to a
problem that is not being corrected.

When

we are educated we learn

to do

our

own

of gullibility out of

our eyes. ‘There is a best selling book written in a
harshly prejudiced manner about one of our allies.
We

shall learn how to disqualify false propaganda.
When

we are educated we learn to be scientific, ob-

jective.

It’s not scientific to

Science

from

sources,

Everyone is biased from birth, circumscribed with
his family’s and his community’s ideas. “Society is a
foolish juror, listening only to one side of the case...
The cross is the central emblem of history.” How

We have had the “book burnings” in many places.
“For whoever rejects through prejudice a book or a

soldier from overseas.
Natural, then,

that we

borne the
writes
a

America is large, rich, complex.
should

find

inequality.

Not

natural for us to accept the bitter pill docilely. The
newest types of distinction are classified as inferiority
of the poor to the rich, the uneducated to the educated.

Bigotry has been transplanted from the Old Countries. It’s much easier to disseminate prejudices than
liberalism. So for centuries, we’ve had the disease of
intolerance. As Gustavus Meyers says in “The History of Bigotry in the United
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States,”

“With

its con-

of drawing

intolerant.

Intolerance: the want of endurance or permission for
opinions or practices of others. Why, no wonder we
talk so much about it. Its danger is obvious. It always accompanies greed and fear for the making of war.

often have races, nations, sects, individuals
cross!
“We are a nation of minorities,’

of experiment,

be

admits

many

accepting, considering, rejecting or purifying.
There

will be opposition

to education.

We

have

felt it more strongly in this conflict than ever before.
man with truth to tell by that rejection ‘burns’ a book.
Whoever

teaches

hatred

burns

a

book.

Intolerance,

wherever you find it, burns the books. The
wherever you find him, is a burner of books.”
Was

there ever

one

more

tolerant

than

bigot,

He

who

suffered the worst at the hands of His fellows?

His

gift was Christian education, the ultimate aim of which
is to advance one to the realm of spirit where there can
be no intolerance. When everyone holds to the same
‘Ten Commandments there will be prejudice no longer.
For a new generation there must be universal Christian education.
No corner must be left darkened with
a web of falsity, ignorance, and hate.
—A. K. B.

— IN MEMORIAM

—

We, the students of the Mechanical

CONGRATULATIONS

Engineering

Department, pause on this occasion to to pay sincere
tribute to Brother Adam Hoffman, the founder of this

department at this university. Still rather shocked at
his sudden death, we can recall vividly how painstaking he was in his efforts as a teacher, to impart the
knowledge of which he possessed such an abundance.
No detail was too insignificant to explain to the student who had difficulties in understanding the subject

matter, regardless of how simple it appeared to Brother
Adam.
‘The fact that he was addressed simply, yet respectfully, by his students as Brother Adam is symbolic of
the friendly, informal relationship which existed between him and his students.

Brother Adam was very

popular with the student body, - - returning alumni and
service-men always made it a point to call on him and
discuss many a pleasant experience of former years
spent under his tutelage. More than one graduate has
acknowledged and attributed his success in life to the
proper guidance and sound fundamentals received
under his teaching.
It has been an inspiration to us students

to have

come into daily contact with a man possessing such
fine qualities and personal traits as Brother Adam pos-

sessed. He was deeply religious, humble, patient and
he had a fine sense of humor, in addition to being an
excellent teacher. Indicative of his burning interest in
his work was the research work which he engaged in

until the last. There is no doubt that his death represents a distinct loss to the department of Mechanical
Engineering.

i
KILLED

—Ray BrepENBENDER
—JAMES WREN
—Rosert REEF
Oe
IN ACTION

Among the battle-scarred and flame-seared trees
Our buddy’s weary body lies at rest.
His soul on high has heard at last “at ease”
From God and dwells there never more distressed.
V-Day shall come. But we have lost a friend,
A patriot proud to die a patriot’s death
For freedom.

His was a glorious end —

But we have lost our friend.
We miss him.

At every breath

“Hero” he shall be.

His medals to his family will be sent.
Through tears these marks of honor we shall see,
And with our pride shall mingle a fond lament.
Must wars still come? Must we - you and I,
Still mourn for one by far too young to die?

—JAN HarrMan

Congratulations are in order for those students who
so faithfully attended the Chapel services on the cam-

pus during the recent Lenten season.

Many made of

these services the predominant note in the chorus of
Lenten practices which they offered for personal intentions, for world peace, for loved ones, especially

loved ones in battle, for the intentions of others.

It was certainly gratifying to see, day after day, these
same students entering and leaving the Chapel. It
certainly would have been more gratifying if more had
followed the good example of these “old faithfuls” especially at this time when prayer is so greatly needed to
cure the ills of our war-sick world.
It required sacrifices to get to those Lenten

devo-

tions, sacrifices in the way of effort and time, but such

sacrifices are always well repayed.
battlefields of the world are well
ifice ~ sacrifice for each of us,
anyone else, appreciate whatever
prayer, to bring them back home

Our soldiers on the
acquainted with sacand they, more than
we do, in the line of
safe and sound.
—C.P.M.

Meme
oy
CLOTHES AND WORDS

Women are acknowledged to be queer and it isn’t
a legal week unless someone somewhere on the globe
discovers at least half a dozen new foibles to add to the
books. At the risk of plagarism I will lay claim to this

one.

Why will a girl peruse stores, fashion magazines,

and her own imagination to get an original outfit and
then without even a humble apology, pick up the
most unoriginal, hackneyed and trite words and expressions for a neglected vocabulary?
It would seem that any female, even the ones with

the low 1Q’s would realize that what she says is more’

indicative of what she is than what she wears, but the

situation goes on and on.

From the days when a lady

exclaimed: ““La, Mr. President” to George Washington

to the present day when slang and jive talk overrun
perfectly good conversations, the girls seem to be more
susceptible to the disease. Why does the habit persist? Certainly college educated women should be
capable of constructing their own phrases without relying on a dehydrated specimen like “What’s cookin’?”
or the like. Oh sure, you can sprinkle a few around
for a drop of local color but don’t, for the love of the
English

language,

run

the idea into the ground es-

pecially when it gets so that you can’t stop.

It’s habit

forming, you know.
It would be awful, needless to say, if the day would

come when returning home alumnae would be unable
to understand the prattle of the coeds in the lounge.
Please don’t let it happen.
—.B.C. T.
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WOMEN’S

NURSES

AND

NURSING

Many people consider nursing a grind, a_nerveracking vocation, an angel of mercy profession. Why?
Perhaps because they are not well acquainted with the
subject; perhaps because their minds are poisoned by
stereotyped ideas or perhaps*because their grandmothers were nurses. Nursing today and nursing yesterday
are two entirely different professions. ‘Today a nurse
works eight hours a day just as anyone else does; yesterday a nurse had to work ten or twelve hours a day.
Today many advances have been made in medical
science, in hospitals and in equipment and practices;
yesterday the hospitals were not too well-equipped nor
were they as systematic. Epidemics are not as comand advanced methods of
mon as they once were,
treatment are used to combat those epidemics that still
break out.
It is true, very true, that nursing is not all fun and no
work. On the contrary, it is hard, exacting, tiring
work.

A nurse must have the stamina, energy, the de-

termination and the will to go on to the finish. The
profession of nursing, however, if diligently pursued,
repays the girl for such self-sacrificing feats of courage
with rewards that are both spiritual and material.
What person’s face would not beam, what person’s
heart would not sing to see happiness and joy reign
where terror, heartache, and agony once ruled supremely? What person would not enjoy seeing an injured
child or an individual afflicted with sonfe dreadful
disease made whole and happy once more. Professional
nursing is never dull and never routine because it

deals with people instead of things.
Not every one has the qualities of character indispensible to a good nurse. A nurse must be quiet and
understanding. Her common sense, her forethought
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and her ingenuity overcome the difficulties. She must
make the patient feel that she is competent and trustworthy. She must be neat. A nurse must have a
warm heart, wise hands, and a cool head in administer-

ing to her fellow human beings in need. ‘The young
woman who has come face to face with the many problems of life and death, of suffering and healing, who
has acquired an understanding of the beginning and
the end of life, has achieved to a very full measure and
is using in a noble manner her potentialities as a
woman.
In dealing with the world of science and
medicine the nurse comes into daily association with
people of superior achievement and leadership.
Nursing calls forth qualities of initiative and resourcefull-

ness.
Today schools of nursing encourage students to take
part in all social activities. ‘There are student orchestras, dramatic organizations, glee clubs, school dances
and sports. Most schools of nursings have swimming
pools, gymnasiums, and tennis courts; many have small
kitchens, laundries, libraries, living rooms

and lounges

where the students may entertain.
Nursing is not confined to practicing as a registered
nurse. With her heightened perception of humanity
and her professional and scientific training the nurse
is a priceless asset to any community, whether as a wife
and mother or as a practicing nurse. Nurses make excellent wives and mothers, capable homemakers, and
competent social leaders.
Following the example of Florence Nightingale, the
“Angel of the Crimea” and the founder of modern

nursing women have carried the torch of the nursing
profession on to greater heights.
—PortiA

STEVENS

PEOPLE

ON

PARADE

At least once or twice during a month Mother and
I make plans for a shopping tour, and somehow we
always select Rike’s as our meeting place. In order
to give Mother the benefit of the doubt, I will say
that I usually get there a few minutes earlier than the
scheduled time and it is then my misfortune to stand
and wait for what seems an eternity. Last Saturday
was just one of those days, yet the time just flew by for
a change. The reason why? Well, it was just like
this - - -

As the revolving door was given another vicious
push, I spotted another interesting looking woman
and in my mind started building up_ possibilities.
She was about 5’2” and was attractive. She looked
as if she were living a happy, married life and I pictured her as having two girls who were mischievous
and loved excitement. Yes, you've guessed it!
That’s Mother coming through the door!
—Marjorie

May

Ne

As I stood there near the Main Entrance I noticed that people were continually going in and out
— every second of the Bulova minute, and every
minute of that busy noon hour. All sorts of people
made up that flowing mass, young and old, big and
little, attractive and

otherwise,

and

rich and

poor.

Gradually, certain individuals gained my attention
more than others and I began wondering curiously
who they were and what they did.
One person was particularly outstanding in my
memory, yet she would seem rather insignificant in
the everyday rush of life. She was just a small woman,
but she gave the impression that she possessed much
energy. Her clothes were neat and clean, yet if one
looked more closely he would see the carefully sewn
gloves, and skillfully hidden threadbare parts of her
coat. A wisp of gray hair hung damp on her forehead, and she seemed to be in quite a hurry. I pictured her as being married and having at least four
children - - three of them were boys. Her husband
was a factory worker and just a simple, hard-working
man. Her family and home kept her more than busy
and she probably had no time for shows, or the like.
She is representative of the hundreds coming through
that revolving door daily, contented with her simple
station in life.
In direct contrast with this inconspicuous person,
I noticed a tall, distinguished-looking woman and I
immediately classified her as belonging to the 35-40
age group. Her clothes, simple, yet of the best quality
added to her look of distinction, and she impressed me
as the type who would say, “Oh

somebody.”

yes, I know

I am

She perhaps was on her way to a bridge

luncheon, or was going to attend a style show with
some other women in her same social set. At one

glance anyone could observe that she had always had
the best in life and anything inferior to the best was
far beneath her.

TEMPERED

First it was just a faint sound, a soft hissing. As I
glanced around the sound became louder and gradually changed, taking on a new tone until finally it
was a cheery whistling tune. Mingled with it was
the soft hissing that the air bubbles made as they gleefully escaped through the spout of the tiny teakettle.
I gazed at it and wondered what made it so strong
that it could withstand the terrific heat that was under
it. Not only was it strong but it was transforming
my kitchen into a cozy spot that warmed my heart.
What made my teakettle so sturdy, strong and
brave? I thought of how it had come from the earth
in the form of raw ore.

It had been melted, boiled

and beaten; thus tortured in many ways. Its impurities had been removed. From many processings
it had emerged a brave little teakettle, something fine
and helpful. With these thoughts in mind, I began
to have a great respect and admiration for Mother
Nature. Through the treatments to which the kettle
had been subjected, it had assumed a new character,

one of usefulness.
I know as do all people of my age that life can
give us hard blows. Let me study what life has done
for me so far. When I have known sorrows, disappointments,

worries, hardships, fear and

all the un-

pleasant things that life can give us, did I break or
did I become a little- stronger? Perhaps with each
disappointment I suffered, I lost some of my selfishness. With each sorrow that was mine I became more
understanding of others and their troubles. Would
every fear I have conquered make me braver?
It was

only a

little yellow

teakettle,

singing and

whistling on my stove, but I prayed that the metal
of my character could be strong like my kettle’s.
—EveLtyn

Braun
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A

CHALLENGE

@ By Norserr Burns
Looking into the future.

work and carefree pastimes have a deeper signification
behind it than appears to the casual observer? Surely

Will you accept a challenge?
It will take just a few
minutes of your time. If you succeed, the reward is all
yours. Game?

it has, but only you can find it.
— this is the duo that counts.

you have given a real meaning to
Then read slowly the remaining paragraphs of this
article, close your EXPONENT and seriously answer
the question for yourself, “What’s ahead for me?”

First, a few considerations to help.
put things in quite a jumble
ones that are not involved
through all the fads of the
the blood and sweat on the
and sacrifices on the home
to it all? Does: your daily

This war has

and rare are the fortunate
in the mix-up. Search
moment.
Then recall all
war front and all the tears
front. Is there a meaning
routine of classes, study,

Only you can discover

the secret for it is a personal one.

You and your God

If you tally with Him,

it all.

You have determined to be a good wife, a good husband. . . Then you know what God means for you.
You have found the secret. Realizing that you must
be the very best for “yours” the road ahead is clear and
the challenge of this article shall be met successfully.
But if you’re not certain! What’s
ahead?
It all
seems misty and the beacon lights are none too bright
to lead your groping steps. It’s a personal problem;
one that you must solve for yourself. You and your

God!

Meet the challenge and you have a life plan.

The University of Dayton is conducted by the Society of Mary. In the United
States the Society has two provinces, the Eastern or Cincinnati Province and the
Western or St. Louis Province, with 850 members in both provinces. The Society
is composed of Brothers and priests and in the two provinces of the 850 members,
108 are priests. There are fifty-one establishments in the American provinces
from New York to Honolulu and from Canada to Texas. The picture above is
the last class of priests to be ordained for the two provinces. They studied in
St. Meinard Seminary in Indiana. Reading left to right in the first row they are:
Fathers Charles O'Neill, James Ryan, George Scherer, and James Young; second
row: Fathers Louis Blume, Bertrand Clemens, Francis Gerber and Bernard Horst.
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What's ahead for you? It will take manly courage
to face this problem squarely. You can be certain of
one starting point. Virtuous men and women are
needed in every walk of life. It is to the parents that
the future of souls is confided. Those souls which
they bring into this world through a mutual love —
these give the meaning to it all for them. ‘heir love
for their own enables them to triumphantly weather
the storms of life.
It is to the unmarried persons living in the world without all the consolations of parenthood that the duty is given of holding high an exemplary life of virtue. It is to the Priests, Brothers
and Sisters that the universe of souls is open. You and
your God. What does He want?
You would like to be a religious BUT what will Jim
say? What will the fellows think? And the girls?
Can you leave all this? Are you worthy? These are
not the questions that challenge you. Just the one,
your God and yourself, do you agree? What does
God want of you? Respond truthfully to this question

and you will surprisingly find that all the rest disappear. All the apparent obstacles combined with your
own insufficiency of determination seem to make the
problem too difficult for a straightforward reply. The
hindrances are not to be minimized but they are secondary to this all important question of your life. Fix
your eyes on your goal, strive manfully, and conquer
you must. Ten, fifteen, twenty years from now only
this one query will remain. Your happiness then will
largely depend on your decision now.

now in your hands.

Your future is

What does God want?

Today vocations to the life of a Priest, a Brother and
a Sister are scarce. Why? Because young people
throughout the colleges and high schools are like yourselves hesitant to give the answer to this question.
After reflecting upon the content of this article you are
not expected to give a definite reply. Only an overflow of God’s grace could produce such a result. But
you should take some steps towards the solution of
your problem. God will give the answer if you really
want it. He works with you as a human being and
He therefore expects you to ask Him for the answer.
Ask and you will receive the light. A petition to the
Holy Spirit upon rising each morning; a sincere communing with your Lord now and then during the day;
a prayer of confidence to your Heavenly Mother before

BATTLE

OF

THE

GARDEN

PLOT

(Continued from Page 8)
idly in other sectors.

The enemy is continuing its

all-out offensive against our positions, and our entire

situation may be said to be grave. ‘The enemy has virtual air control and several sectors have been almost
completely devastated. Our casualties have been heavy.
September 28. Supreme Headquarters — This
morning, it became apparent to the High Command
of the Invasion Army that further resistance in the
face of such overwhelming enemy superiority was useles.

Therefore,

Geneva
enemy.

in accordance

with

the terms

of the

Convention, our forces surrendered to the
In many instances, our troops were encircled

by enemy

forces, and communication was extremely

poor. }Many of our troops had been evacuated and our
casualties had been heavy, so it was obvious that resistance was useless.
Kees
DECISION

(Continued from Page 5)
our plans. We're going to California. It is a new
land and they need men like Rob. Out there he can
start a law practice and begin life all over again.
Don’t you see, Gerry? There’s no other way out of
it. I could never face myself squarely again if I took
the easy way out and married you. You will manage
without me, Gerry. You will come out on top no
matter what happens; you're that kind of aman. And
that is one of the reasons that I love you so much.
Don’t hate me, Gerry.
I could not stand that. Remember that line of poetry:
I could

not love thee dear so much,

Loved I not honor more.
And now goodbye, my dearest, and think of me sometimes as I shall always think of you .
Yes,

thought

Isabelle,

that’s what

I'll say, and

know he will understand. She looked at her image
in the cracked mirror, and smiled a strange slow smile
— and went down stairs to greet the arriving guests.

crawling in each evening - - these will bring the
answer. Just the one condition, you must do it yourself. Your mother and father, your teachers, your

other counselors can guide you but it’s a personal
problem and demands a personal soul-satisfying solution.
Will you meet the challenge of this article?
God and yourself!

What is YOUR

Your

answer?
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I

BROTHER

ADAM

Brother Adam Hoffman died at St. Elizabeth Hospital in Dayton on March 25, after an illness of a
month.
He had been a member of the faculty of the
University of Dayton since 1902 and he celebrated the
golden jubilee of his religious profession in 1942. In
other words he spent forty-three of the fifty-three years

of his religious life in the service of the University of
Dayton. Before coming to the University
Brother Adam taught in Chicago, Cincinnati,
tonio, ‘Texas and Louisville, Kentucky.
In
went to Paris for graduate work at Stanislas
He was born in New York City February 11,

in 1902
San An1896 he
College.
1875.

When he joined the faculty of the University he
was appointed professor of mathematics and_ physics.
He became vice-president of the University in 1908 and
in 1914 he founded the department of mechanical
engineering. Brother Adam literally founded the department of mechanical engineering because in 1914 he
started from practically nothing. During the thirty
years of his direction of this department he graduated
one hundred and fifty students. Brother Adam secured the equipment for his laboratories from the contributions of his many friends and by much of his personal labor. He build much of this equipment right
in the laboratory. He spent most of the long summer
vacations improving and building equipment.

Brother Adam

was an unusually gifted man.

was brilliant, especially in the field
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of

He

mathematics.

HOFFMAN,

S.M.

All his confreres on the faculty concede that he was
one of the most learned men on the faculty. We of
the Society of Mary who taught with him during many
years and who had an opportunity to know Brother
Adam very well also remember his wonderful gifts of
mind. But there are many other things about Brother
Adam that we recall. We particularly like to remember him as a religious man of high ideals. As Father
Renneker remarked in the funeral sermon he was very
devoted to our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament and to
the Blessed Mother. To us that remain behind his
memory will always be in benediction. He showed us
the way to follow the Master in the rugged paths of

the religious life.

Truly his life was a sermon in itself.

May God give us more religious teachers of the type
of Brother Adam.
In the words of the editorial of the
Dayton Herald of March 27, “He went about his work
without fanfare; but it was important work and Dayton
is the better for it.”
Brother Adam was buried from the University chapel
on Wednesday of Holy Week.
Father Walter Tredtin, provincial of the Cincinnati Province was the celebrant, assisted by Father

Henry

Fritz and

Father

Ed-

mund Baumeister of the University faculty. Students
of Brother Adam were the pallbearers. He lies at rest
in the little cemetery on the University campus with
hundreds of other Marianists but his memory will long
remain an inspiration to nobler deeds. He is survived
by one brother, George, and a sister, Margaret in New
York City.

Au

Qreshmen
..OVER VIRGINIA WAY

Reader, you have probably gathered, thus far, that

Through the highlands, and corresponding valleys of
Virginia flows the majestic James River. Approximately two hundred miles from its mouth it flows
through a deep ravine, on the sides of which Lynchburg was founded. This section has a high altitude
and a cool, dry climate, extremely invigorating, making one really want to climb from between the bed
clothes and enjoy a lovely, early morning. A stroll
through one of its numerous parks might afford a refreshing feature, enhanced by the grandeur of the not
too distant mountains in the background. In warm
weather, when everyone feels the need of a cooler
atmosphere, these parks are converted into a thrillaminute summer playground.

Lynchburg is just another sleepy, little, southern town.

You are right — but as I have pointed out, sleepy,
little, southern towns have their advantages. It is,

in addition

to the facts

already

mentioned,

HOW TO CLIMB A MOUNTAIN
Many articles have been written on the art of mountain climbing by the masters of the art. In order to
be different, I, having never seen a mountain,

In Lynchburg, Sunday is indeed a day of rest and
worship.

Churches,

of

which

there are

many,

are

crowded with most of the forty thousand inhabitants,
and good fellowship prevails. It has been widely proclaimed that educational facilities in the South are not
what they could or should be. Such may be the case
in rural districts, but city children have the same opportunities for a well rounded education as the northern scholars. Courses are offered which will prepare
students for entrance to almost any college and training for a life’s work in any field. The city boasts four
colleges, two

of which

are widely

known,

Randolf-

Macon Women’s College, famous for its music department, and Sweetbriar. The high class of residents in Lynchburg is probably due somewhat to this

extensive
back to
couraged
Families

college life. These families, many dating
famous early leaders of the south, have encultural organizations such as the “First
of Virginia,” “Daughters of the American

Revolution,”

and

numerous

lodges.

These

afford

much recreation for the residents. Public entertainment is carried on on a rather small scale in keeping
with the size of the town.
Lynchburg is not, and probably never will be an
industrial city.

Its fur enterprises, however, insure ex-

cellent wages and permanent employment. Living
costs, even during the present inflation period, are
still moderately low, and ensure a good turn-over of
goods.

There are ample stores, most of which realize

a good profit yearly.

quiet,

clean and very hospitable. It welcomes Easterner,
Northerner, Westerner and Southerner — anyone who,
in its opinion would make a grand citizen. To quote
the Lynchburg Chamber of Commerce, I repeat,
“Come one, come all,” to visit or to stay.
—Vircinia Davis

(except

those north of Shiloh, which are little — or nothing
more than hills) shall endeavor to relate my version of
how a mountain should be ascended.
First the aspirant must find a mountain. He will
be able to accomplish this feat by going to any elevated
locality. If no mountains are available a high hill may
be substituted. The best way to distinguish between
a mountain and a hill is to measure the angle which

the elevation makes with the ground. If it is ninety
degrees or less — brother, that is a mountain!
Second the climber must have the right equipment.
This usually consists of a great deal of rope, and some
one on whom to tie the rope when the climber is ready
to scale the side of the mountain. The purpose of the
rope is very doubtful. Some say it is used by the one
who falls first to pull the other fellow down with him,
however this is not an established fact.
In the third place after trying in vain for three or
four hours to scale the heights, the would-be mountain
climber usually gives up, having lost all of his patience
some where along the way. Then he wends his way
homeward, resolving never to look at another mountain.

Ben
(Author’s note: Speaking of mountain climbing I think the icy hill between Brown street

and the University was much more difficult
to scale last January than the Swiss Alps. I
had bruises to prove it.)
—Parricia RaLpu
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HOW

SHALL

Weigh

I VOTE?

Every citizen of the United States is, at one time or
another, in his life faced with the question of how to
vote. Whether in church, school, club or in politics,
his vote — one vote — is important. A part of good
citizenship is to consider that one vote carefully to
help elect the person who would be best suited for the
office.
People’s votes are influenced in many ways. As one
mingles among prospective voters on school election
day, he hears many remarks that are a fair index to the
way people are thinking. One common remark is,
“He’s good looking. I'll vote for him.” You can im-

mediately see how ridiculous that is.

Because he has

Van Johnson’s freckles and Clark Gable’s ears is no
reason that he would be able to hold an office well.
Suppose no one had voted for Abe Lincoln because
he wasn’t good looking?
Another remark is, “He’s from my section of town
and I want my section to be well represented so I
wouldn’t vote for anyone else.” As for that — what
if a state that had had no presidents banded together
and decided it simply had to have a president in office
from that state? What would people think? Why,
they would think that state was crazy. If their man
was elected and turned out to be a bad president, the
blame would rest on the shoulders of that state. ‘The

matter of where the candidate lives should not be considered.
“Paul

will.”

wants

me

Another

to vote

common

for Jim

Smith.

remark.

Use

mind.
Vote for the one whom you want
fice, not for the one someone else wants.
“Oh,

I don’t

know

whom

to vote

for.

I think I

your

I'll decide

“T think John is an all around fellow and is the best

He’s had experience as a leader;

he talks well in front of an audience; he’s friendly and
well liked; and he’s fair minded.”’
This last, of course,

is the ideal. He possesses all the qualities which
would make him the tight fellow for the office.
The

times that we vote are the few times when

are judges of others.
ing judged.
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we

‘The rest of the time we are be-

Use those times

position and if he will do his best.
choice is a good one.

to the best advantage.

Ask

If so,

then

your

—JEAN LEBOEUF
*

MY

*

FAVORITE

*

VACATION

SPOT

The state of Wisconsin has a great many lakes. It
is bordered on one side by Lake Michigan and by
Lake Superior. Of all the lakes, Wabasee is my favorite. It is situated about ten miles out of Milwaukee. To get to Lake Wabasee, follow the Bluemound
Road out of Milwaukee until you come to a rustic
sign post bearing the announcement: “This Way to
You follow a winding unpaved road
Lake Wabasee.”
for about half a mile. A sharp turn in the road brings
you out on a small hill. At the foot of the hill hes
the lake in all its natural, silvery splendor. No matter
how often you see the lake from this position, it never
fails to have an awe-inspiring effect on you. All
around the lake are little white cottages, which spell
home to the many city dwellers who spend their summers at Wabasee.

Our cottage is on a small peninsula extending far
out into the water. It always looks weather-beaten
because it is right in every storm on the lake. However I would not exchange it for any other cottage on
the lake. I like its position because the water is deep
enough around the tip of the peninsula to anchor our
sailboat, and shallow enough for swimming at the
places where the peninsula joins the mainland.

own

to hold of-

when the time comes. I don’t care much.” -- The person who makes that remark is unwise. It matters
not only in a school election, but someday it will -matter even more for whom he votes. If we stop to think
of all the countries ruled by dictators we will appreciate our voting privileges more.

student for the job.

your decision carefully before you vote.

yourself if your candidate lives up to the high ideals
and standards that should be those of a person in that

lot of swimming at Wabasee. The lake
It is not as unpleasant as most
bottom.
One of our favorite sports is to swim out
island. Since this island is about a hun-

We do a
has a sandy
lakes are.
to Macon’s
dred

feet

from

the

shore,

I am

usually

tired

rather

when I get to it. So I lie in the warm sand til I feel
rested enough to swim back.
The sailboat is a never-ending source of fun. ‘There
is a whole fleet of sailboats on the lake. About 7:00
o’clock in the evening they are all out on the water.
The white sails against the blue sky make an unforgettable picture. But it is a picture I seldom sce, for
I am usually right out in the center of activity, busily engaged in loosening or tightening ropes, or just
generally obeying orders given by my brother, who is

captain of the ship.
Sunset

on

the lake

is a beautiful

sight.

As

the

sun

sets it sends a roadway of gold, straight out from its
heart.

The

waters

become

hushed

and

still.

‘Trees

and shrubs are dark against the blue of the sky. The
night breeze sets in, and the air cools quickly. It is
not long till the sun is completely hidden from view.

An interesting note is reflected in the story of Sabra
Matthews who was the spiritual leader of this flock.
A sturdy beech tree, standing until five years ago,

The shortlived twilight passes and the blackness of
night settles. Most of the vacationers retire early. We
usually go to bed at nine o'clock. From my bed I
can look out of my window and see the roof over the
back porch. It seems to dip right down into the lake.

letters proclaimed this description:

I like the lake at night, best of all.

There is no sound

at all except the occasional splash of a fish jumping
out of the water. About that time I usually fall
sound asleep to happy dreams of Lake Wabasee.
—Mary

F. Cavanaucu

served as a marker for his grave and, in time, effaced

Sabra Matthews,

1849

Disintegrating fragments of a rock wall which followers constructed to protect his grave are still present
and one wonders what secret device of masonry was resorted to in the attempt to cement the segments some

of which have defied the ravages of almost a hundred
years.

Now, save for the plaintive toning of the mourning

eae

dove, and the song of other birds the place is deserted,

A FORGOTTEN

SPOT —

LITTLE AFRICA

A desolate and forsaken spot near Clarksburg, Indiana, is the scene of historical interest to students of

“forgotten lore.”
Far off the beaten path, obscured in lonely isolation,
almost obliterated by underbrush and brambled overgrowth, is located the forgotten site of a deserted graveyard — forlorn and silent attestation of the past that
was. Crude and uncarved straggling headstones are
sole and grim testimonials to what lies beneath, of
mortal

remains of the life that once constituted, at

and what eventually happened to the survivors of this
vanished village no one seems to know. Residents of
neighboring communities tell of occasional descendants
who wander back in the search for information of forbears buried in this abandoned graveyard.
The community is thought to have become dissolved at the close of the Civil War, and its occupants
are believed to have journeyed into Canada.
—Freperica BuNTON

S

least a remnant, of the community known as “Little
Africa.”
This abandoned pre-War Negro community of two
hundred inhabitants appeared to concentrate its activities at a scene that at present is located geographically, about two miles east of Clarksburg, two miles west
of Buena Vista, and five miles south of Andersonville.

It is in Fugit township, Decatur County.
The community seemed to revolve about the cemetery. Cabins are said to have been strewn as far east
as two miles to what is now Clarksburg. There were
also cabins encircling the cemetery; some of them, in
fact, are said to have been standing as late as thirty
years ago.
Mr. Ralston Thurston whose excellent memory

re-

calls boyhood days spent among the decaying remains
of the community, relates the existence of a church
which was later converted into a dwelling, and a spring
in the hollow where worshippers went to quench their
physical thirst. Stories are told of rousing camp meetings that once echoed through the hills and hollows

MOTHER

OF

MINE

Dear Mother, fairest of mortals

How aught I write my love for thee?
Though such may be impossible
The fault is not alone with me,

For many things within the heart
Minds may fail to see.
The joy of this experience
I could never hope to write
But this alone does not imply
A transient love for the sight,
For each is but a reflection
Of God, His love and might.
My devotion to you is such as this

And words could never convey
In warm caress, firm gentleness,

That which my heart would say;
Let this suffice my love is true
And will live forever and a day.

of this community secluded in the sequestered solitude.
—Epcar

Moore
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Potpownr. i. JUST

WAR

A MEMORY OF A DAYTON
LANDMARK

The three story structure is shabby now, for time
has taken its toll, and the once bright red bricks are
dull with age. Faded advertisements denote the various commercial occupants who have painted their bills
of sale on the weather-beaten building.
These quarters at one time housed the old Fourth
District

School,

and children

from

the

first

to

the

eighth grade were required to enroll there under the
Dayton Public School system. ‘This building brings
back many fond memories to old-time Daytonians,
who, as children, marched in orderly fashion through

its wide halls and here were taught their “3 R’s.”
It was built about 1857 — before the outbreak of
the Civil War and at that time was the very latest in
schools. The narrow-paned windows and high ceilings were quite the style of that day and age, but, oh
how they dwarfed the pig-tailed little girls and roundcollared little boys. Many’s the time that the wide
staircases with the broad banisters proved too great a
temptation to the youngsters when the teacher was
busily occupied elsewhere.
The gravel-covered schoolyard which was
by a high iron fence, now has a billboard
the scene where many a happy hour was
childish quarrels were settled in bruised
skinned knees.
The rooms have been empty of
1913, when the flood swept over
it to a point beyond repair for
in the minds of those who studied
for excellence and the spankings

surrounded
obstructing
spent and
noses and

childish voices since
the school damaging
such purposes. Yet
there, the gold stars
which followed the

curl-yanking or spit-ball throwing, will still be remembered, and to them it will remain full of life and

laughter that comes only from the heart of youth.
To
Brown
to the
derful

us the old run-down building on the corner of
and Hess Streets is just another warehouse, but
few who can still remember, it stands as a wonmonument to the happy days gone by.

TIME TRANSPORTATION

It was only a few years ago that the trains and buses
were used almost exclusively by the vacationists, businessmen, etc. Schedules were adhered to very rigidly.
‘Travel accommodations were easy to obtain. You could
travel anytime you wanted, go anywhere you wanted,
and travel by whatever means of transportation you
wanted.
The

terminals weren’t the least crowded;

no stand-

ing in line for tickets; no waiting on a train or bus long,
long overdue; and there were always plenty of seats, so
you didn’t need to worry about whether you might
have to sit on your luggage or stand. ‘Today, things
are quite different. The terminals are crowded; there
are long lines of people waiting for tickets; buses and
trains are often several hours late; and people are pack

ed in the buses so tightly that it seems impossible to
think that such a large number of people could be
shoved together into such a small amount of space.
I believe that most of the traveling being done is
necessary. ‘The majority of the people traveling are
servicemen on leave, government workers, war workers
returning to their homes, servicemen’s wives visiting
their husbands in service, and occasionally a few vacationists (many of whom deserve a well-earned rest —
if you can get a rest by traveling).
What interests me most about this “war time” traveling is the friendliness and the interest shown by the
passengers. Many times I have seen the buses so
crowded that to get another person on seemed almost
impossible, yet several of the passengers would talk the
driver into putting “just one more on.” “Just one
more” often meant a half dozen instead of just one.
They realize that due to the irregularity of the service,
many inconveniences arise if one has to miss a bus bebecause it is too crowded.
These minor inconveniences have been good for us.
We realize now what we didn’t know before — that
the travel agencies have done and are still doing a

grand job with an over-worked staff of people.

In the

future, when the war is over and traveling is back to
normal, we will look back on these “war years” and remember the trouble we had getting “just one more

on” when it seemed an almost impossible feat.
—DonaLD
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SCHLOTTERBECK

—FRANCES

DENNY
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LINE

Thinking of making a long distance call? Think first
of that soldier, sailor or marine of yours. He may be
trying to reach you tonight. Give him a chance.

“Saue Seven to Ten for the Sewice Wen”
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CO.

THE

team and its loyal rooters our Campion runners again

RELAYS

For a long time, these races had been the talk of
the town, but more especially of the school campus.
Of every group one saw engaged in conversation, he
might have guessed the topic by the animated faces,
the gestures, and all that goes to punctuate convincing arguments. Of course, Campion was to come
out as winner. But this was not to be a matter of
of importance
mere hazard or chance. Anything
must be carefully planned and prepared in advance.
And so the Campion champions duly went through
their paces. ‘That meant hard work and lots of it.
The coach was severe and exacting, but the fellows
were equal to everything. They measured up to all
expectations in skill and application. Thus, with

justifiable pride, they could look forward to an over-

whelming victory or at least to an honorable defeat.
As good luck would have it, the weather on the day
of the trip from Prairie du Chien to Dubuque was
ideal: the air fresh and exhilarating, and the sun cheery

won the day.

It had meant long careful preparation,

but in the flush of success, they forgot all about that,

and now they thought of the reception, they would
get in the old home town. Allowing time for suf-

ficient rest, off they were on the return trip.

their overwhelming victory had preceded them home—

for new travels swiftly nowadays.
It would be useless even to attempt to describe the
enthusiasm and acclamation that greeted them as they
stepped off the train. One would really have thought
them conquering heroes, such as we read about in old
history books, heroes that everyone turned out to see,
to admire and to glorify. Figuratively speaking, they

were crowned

with laurel and ivy-leaves, and

fray, the sooner to claim what they figured would be

a hard-won victory. Finally, Dubuque was reached,
and in a moment, all was in readiness for leaving the
train. In just a few moments more, the Loras College campus came into view, and already the cheering
of the crowds gathered in the stadium, indicated the
growing enthusiasm over the coming contest. But the
fellows interiorly felt that sooner or later that cheering

would

Campion
When

die

was

down

to

a whisper,

for,

of

course,

not to be beaten.

all was

in readiness,

a shrill blow

of an

of-

ficial’s whistle quieted. down the excited crowd and
brought the contestants to their respective places.
The ensuing silence was ominous; every one present
was on edge, the Campion champs excepted, for they
kept their nerve, knowing full well that any over-excitement on their part might prove fatal to them.
They had evidently been well coached. ‘They were
in for business and, just then, nothing else seemed

count.

The

crucial

moment

finally

came,

to

the die

was cast, the contest was on. All eyes were fixed on
the runners, the breathless silence of a moment ago
broke into a loud cheer as the Loras runners seemed
to gain some trifling, momentary advantage. ‘This
clearly died down, every time the tide of success
turned the other way. But as all things mortal must
come

to an

end,

so

these

relay

races also

saw

their

finish, and contrary to all expectation of the Loras
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given

every honor and consideration. And heroes they
were in reality, champions in every sense of the word,
fine sports, and

the pride of their school.

And

what

is most surprising, as it seems incredible, I, Frank
Tansey, was one of them. Hurrah for the old team!
—F Rank ‘TANSEY

and bright, all of which told us that the brisk morning

chill would disappear as the day progressed. ‘The train
ride was uneventful, not that the fellows were already
resting on their laurels, but rather that they were intent on conserving every inch of their strength and
every ounce of their energy. In fact, the time passed
too slowly, as everyone was impatient to get into the

News of

*
LOCAL

KS
SIGNS OF SPRING

Every morning when I come to school, I cross the
Third Street Bridge over the Miami River. The river
curves at this point, and presents a wide, sweeping
view. Always the view is different, as if a completely
new picture had been painted there over night, awaiting discovery in the morning.
The spring mornings, just as the sun is coming up,

are the best.

The water reflects the rosy glow and

seems to flow more vigorously. The trees are just
beginning to show their green. On the other bank
there is a long flower bed, and the fresh new flowers
are,

as always,

one

of

the

most

welcome

signs

of

spring. And because the air is so clear, I can see
the Masonic Temple and the Art Institute in the dis-

tance — the one always stately, and the other in style
of architecture, sheltering rare art-treasures that speak

of other lands and other times.
Except for the busses and automobiles crossing the
bridge, hurrying people to work on these mornings,
there is little activity until later in the day. Then the
children come after school to play along the banks in
“playing
Riverview Park. Spring seems to mean
marbles” to little boys. In their excitement their
bulky, winter coats are cast aside in a cluttered heap
on the ground, too much of a hindrance as they run
about in the warm sun.

Still later, the older people stroll across the bridge
and down the path in the park. Their conversations
are usually light and cheery as they revel in spring’s
beauty after the long winter indoors.
—LiuiAn HAMPER
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